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One 


Author's Notes: 
| just wanted to thank everyone for reading this and reviewing and being awesome. I've been so busy and 


sucked up in life and things and haven't been able to write hardly at all. 


He was still so beautiful. Still And I'd seen him so many times, in so many situations, in so many lights. | 
remembered when | first saw him, fighting with those teachers in ninth grade, this crazy redhead in those 
10's clothes, faded bellbottoms and printed button up shirts with the butterfly collars, and he looked so 
beautiful then. | couldn't help staring at that deep red shine of his hair, that face with the high cheekbones 
and the lips, shaped just so, his eyes flashing blue-green, narrowed in that anger that was just his, that 


whirling rage that went out at everything and everyone, even me. 


We were in this locked dressing room behind the stage, listening to the carnage that was beginning, that was 
gathering and building out in the crowd. My face was set as | peeked at everyone from under my black bangs. 
The roadies and Doug looked miserable, desperate, wondering what the damage would be and what we could 
salvage. Duff and Slash, drunk and high as they were, looked devastated. They wanted to please our fans, not 


make them riot and possibly cause harm and injury or even death. Matt looked confused, overwhelmed, and 


miserable. Only Axl seemed above it, beyond it, a slight smile on his face. That beautiful face, chiseled features, 
pale skin, straight red hair framing his face, and he'd flip it out of his eyes from time to time with that 
familiar toss of his head. 


| was done. That was it. I'd been barely hanging on, being sober and watching these drug addicts drown in the 
same substances | had so recently given up. Not Axl, of course. He'd given up hard drugs years ago, because 
hard drugs and being a control freak weren't compatible. Whatever. This was my thing, anyway. I'd fled to LA. 
LA. didn't matter. | would have fled anywhere just to escape him. Even in Indiana | was being smothered by 
him, | was sucked into his orbit, slightly obsessed, always wanting to see him, always wanting something. | didn't 
like it, didn't like feeling tied to him, in awe of him, | had to get away. But he followed. He followed and crashed 
my band and did this to it, he made it a behemoth that no one could control. | wanted to play my music, write 
and play music at little clubs and do my drugs and live my life away from him and he came and he took over 


everything. 


| narrowed my eyes at him beneath my bangs. He caused this. He jumped into the audience and hit that guy 
and left the stage and now someone might get hurt. Someone might die. The possibility of death in the crowds 


was in our minds ever since it occurred at Castle Donnington. It happened once and it could happen again. 


| heard the creak and groan as metal was torn from things, off the seats, the seats being ripped out and 
thrown. There was that noise, that riot noise, that riot energy. | cringed and prayed no one would be seriously 
hurt. | gazed at Axl, that smug little smile on his face. | knew he had been hurt, hurt badly and almost beyond 


repair in his childhood, but now he hurt almost everyone he came into contact with. Especially me. 


| could still see those early days back in Indiana, | could almost taste them. | didn't know what | was getting 
myself into. Kids never knew. How could | know? | remembered those afternoons at the parks, along the dusty 
roads, passing a joint back and forth, sharing a can of cheap Milwaukee beer. | remembered the awe | felt 
around him, awe for his beauty and his anger, awe for his talent that | could glimpse even then. But | felt bad 
for him, too. Even then, at l4 and I5 years old he was still getting beaten by his step-father. 


He'd leave his house after one of those beatings and come to mine, and | felt kind of honored that he'd run to 
me. He was angry then, the blazing look in his eyes, but that anger usually turned to tears and he'd swipe at 
them with the back of his hand, and I'd see how the tears turned his eyes this incredible crystal green and | 
knew | was in love with him, hopelessly, helplessly, and his anger and his being hurt and his talent was all mixed 
up for me and | wanted to protect him and kill his step-father for him and touch his lips with mine, my eyes 
closing while his arms encircled me and | felt his tongue slip into my mouth and | ran my hands down the 


bones in his back, the soft fabric of his shirt moving slightly with the motion of my hanas. 


